Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
The Bonapartes, too, though the boys were meddling
with these revolutionary upstarts, were true Corsicans,
having come from Florence in 1529; the Ramolini, the
abbe's mother's people, from the same town. As for him-
self, he had only a half-measure of the strain. His mother
and Letizia's were the same; but his father had left some
Swiss orderliness in his blood, while they had to the full
the gift for intrigue from those centuries with the Medicis
in Italian cities, and, superimposed on that, the loyalty
and sterner virtues of these hills. Yet he loved them
all—though he had not cared for Letizia's husband, a
charming but unreliable fellow, shifting with the winds.
But where was his rascally nephew? He wanted to have
a word with the boy, away from his mother and his great-
uncle, the old archdeacon Lucien, who now lay bed-
ridden and querulous. Alone, he might take the too active
young man to task, or at least find out what were
the contents of this political pie he was having such a
finger in.
At last he caught sight of him—the thin face, the thin
eager figure in the worn lieutenant's uniform—rising and
falling on his toes, as he harangued some Paoli adherents
he had buttonholed.
"Giving them a dose of Rousseau prate and Jacobin
calomel—and from their faces they scern to bo suspicious
of their young physician!" said the abb£ to himself, as he
hurried over the cobbles of the square,
But it was only a glimpse of his nephew that he caught,
for, having finished his harangue, that young man paused
just long enough to wave a "Good morning, uncle!" then
ran up the steps of his club, whose precincts Fesch was
unwilling to enter, feeling that the word "Jacobin** spelled
a

